* 


| 


* 9 
— — 
e . 
F 
| 2 7 
| 
- 

N . 

| : | 

1 

— 
. 
f 
- 
: 
N 
* * 
| - 
p i * —— „ — — —ũ—— TVT—ñ ꝓ ¶4A2ᷓ—— 
_— — — — — — — — — — — — — — —— * 
— — K — oy * b _ 
_ — — — — — _ — — 1 


A 


0 


Truroven. PARTS or WALES, 
SONNETS, 
O DES, AN D OTHER POEMS. 


win 


ENGRAVINGS from Drawings taken on the Spot, 
* 


By J. Smith. * 


By W. S8O0THE BV. Es a. 


London; 
PRINTED By J. SMEETON, 1x ST. MARTIN's LANE, 


FOR 
| R. BLAMIRE, STRAND, nzax CHARING CROSS. 


17 94. 


$3415 


—— 


FI. 


— cat 


wh y N 
IP ; 
— 3 


(ES. ; 


Preface. 


Th. author of the following Poems thinks 
proper to ſignify, that the preſent edition is 
publiſhed ſolely for the emolument of the artiſt, 
who has ſtamped a value on the deſcriptive 
parts of the Welſh Tour, by the embelliſhments 


of his accurate, and maſterly pencil. 


- 
LY 
* 
7 
4 
. 
- 
- 
z 
1 
— 
= 
. 
. 
. * 
* 
= 
- 
* 
- 
= 
— * 
—— 
* 
{ 
9 - 
8 . 
* 2 
* 
. e — — - — PETE TTIOST nn 
M— - WO. OP ITY YT SAL APTIR” | — ———ä— ————— — — — — — 
. . — —— —> Do I, - — 
——————̃ — ß > We G ——— ——— r ̃% ⁵ͤu EO ener tt — — 1 = . ——— —— — 
— em — —— —— — 2 —— — — a ASE ne cilia eats a — —— — — ——— —— — — — — — — — Penman — —— . h ·˙* TIO EZ 2K 9 
um ien = = 8 PF _ 4 a \ n — = = = 


ts 


3 CUNT & & £ 


PAGE 


TourR THROUGH PARTS OF WALEI EWE... 


ö SONNETS TFC — Sy i Pb gk; Loy 


* 


. Opzs „ 6 6 %%% %— „% „% %4 ͤ % %% %% %% %%% „ „% „% % 60 


% ̃ ͤ ⁵ͤ112 lll ³·⁰¹¹e ⁰ A LN IE 


1 
41 
61 


79 


J A YT RY yy OO INIT 


— ̃ V)) * 302 


VVV , 


THROUGH 


PARTS OF SOUTH ann NORTH WALES. 


_ . — — —— — 
— — — — — — — = mc 
= — * 
as it. — — — — * — 
2  ——— 
bd * — — aug Hr * 
— — — 


— — — ——— 
— — —„— OO Oo Eye oor — — ——— i Ln . — - —_ 


* 
* 4 ks — — — ——äFů— œ u —— 
——— . — * * N — * 89 * ——— — m — © —— ww - — 


A 


n 


THROUGH 


PARTS of SOUTH and NORTH WALES. 


BOOK THE FIRST. 
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THROUGH 


PARTS or WAL E S. 


— 


BOOK T HER FIRST. 


—— 


MaRIA! for thy ſimple ear I ſeize 

The paſtoral reed, with no reluctant lip 

At thy command made vocal. Far from thee 
While my lone feet o'er Cambria roam, the Muſe 

- Soothing the way, ſelected flowerets wreathes, 

An offering for the goddeſs I adore, 

Nature :—Maz1a! thou art Nature's child ; 

Be thine the chaplet gathered for her ſhrine. 

| As 


N 
N 
tk 
/ 


E 
As in my lonely pilgrimage ſucceeds 


Each ſylvan view, mild, or of grace ſevere, 
That charms with lovelieſt interchange, I hail 
Thee, Albion! favoured iſle. Sublimely riſe, 
Towering o'er bleak Helvetia, rocks on rocks; 
Through the deep vales, in wide expanſion, | ruſh 
Impetuous ſtreams; and from the mountain brow 
Daſhes the foaming torrent: o'er thy ſkies, 
Auſonia! ſuns, without a cloud, diffuſe 

Rich tints of glowing luſtre; and the wreck 
Of times remote, fanes and triumphal arcs 
Strew thy hiſtoric ground: yet not the leſs, 
Albion! o'er thee profuſely Nature ſhowers 
Her gifts; with livelier verdure decks thy foil ; 
With every mingled charm of hilt and dale, 
Mountain and mead, hoar cliff and foreſt wide; 
And thine the ruins, where rapt genius broods 
In penſive haunts romantic; rifted towers 


That beetling o'er the rock rear the grey creſt 
Embattled ; 
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* 
Embattled; and within the ſecret glade 
Concealed, the abbey's ivy-mantled pile. 


Here, while I wake the reed, beneath the brow 
Of the rent Norman tower that overhangs 
The lucid Uſke, the enamoured eye purſues 
Along the expanſe the undulating line 
That Nature loves. Whether with gentle bend 
She ſlopes the vale, or lifts the gradual hill, 
Winds the free rivulet, or down the bank 
Spreads the wild woods“ luxuriant growth, or breaks 
With interrupting heights the even bound 
Of the outſtretched horizon. Far and wide, 
Blackening the plain beneath, proud Blorench lowers, 
Behind whoſe level length the weſtern ſun . 
Dips his flope beam: there the oppoſed mount 
Eaſtern of craggy Skirrid, facred * ſoil, 


* This mountain has frequently been the ſcene of Catholic pilgrimage, from the perſuaſion 
that the fiſſures in it were caufed by the convulfion of nature at the crucifixion, 


Oft 


1 
Oft trod by pilgrim foot. O'er the ſmooth ſwell 
Of Derry, glide the clouds that gathering hang 
Round yon ſteep brow, + amid the varied ſcene 
Towering aloft. As gradual up the height 
Of the rough hills, aſcending Ceres leads 
The patient ſtep of labour, the wide heaths 
Where once the nibbling flock ſcant herbage cropt, 


Wave in the breeze, with golden harveſt crown'd. 


How various winds the way, changing the view ! 
In the clear ſprings, that o'er the pebbled road 
Glide to the fretted brook that brawls beneath; 

The zephyr wets his wing, and ſportive ſhakes 
Drops of refreſhing coolneſs through the air. 


As from the fir-clad brow lingering 1 turn, 
Ere the loved view recedes, to bid the ſpires 


At diſtance gleaming o'er Uſke's hidden vale 


I The Pen-y-vale, commonly from its ſhape called the Sugar-Loaf. 


A laſt 


1 
A laſt farewell, the mingled melodies 


From bleating mead, ſwift rill, and vocal wood, 
By breath of gentle winds ſlow wafted, come 

In ſweet confuſion to the charmed ear. 

Now the ſoft murmurs, faint and. fainter heard, 
Die, while in contraſt harſh from yon lone iſle | 
Loudly with ceaſeleſs revolution whirled 
Burſts the cogged wheel, and on the anvil blows 
Falling at meaſured intervals, and oft 

More marked by caſual interruptions, fling 
Heavily forth their weight of ſound. Soft falls 
Upon the dewy earth deſcending eve, 

And onward as I wander, wavering miſts 
Shadow the face of Nature, and diffuſe 

The blue thin veil, that half concealing adds 
'To the dim ſcene imaginary charms. 


Tis now the time, when from the narrow world 


Withdrawn, and it's cloſe fettering cares, the mind 
C Swift 
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#$ \ Swift as a priſoner from long bondage * 
| Exulting in it's liberty, at will 
| Arrays it's wild creation; yet. the bard,. 
| That roams at eventide, through pathleſs woods, 
| His ſecret way, ſhapes not ideal ſcenes 
| | More ſuited to the penſive range of thought, 
| Than yonder caſtle “ mid the ruins vaſt 
| | Lifting it's hoary brow. The mellow tints 
| That time's flow pencil lays from year to year 
| Upon the ancient towers, fpread oer the wreck 
A grateful gloom, and the thick clouds that ſweep 
| | | Along the darken'd battlements, extend 
| The melancholy grandeur of the ſcene. 
| j Hail, ſolemn -wreck !! Thou filent hour beloved 
| Of fancy, hail! and thou, that o'er yon hill, 
| | Mild orb, flow riſing, with ſoft radiance gleameſt 
1 | Upon the. caſtle, while each varied ſhape 
| Of turret, and niched battlement that fronts 
| | l Caerfily Caſtle, 
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11 
The light's' full ſtream, it's ſhadowy image caſts 
On the retiring walls. As all unſeen | 
I lie reclined beneath the hanging tower D Berk 
That Oer it's baſe proj eQs, doubtful in act 
To fall; the ſtately pile, yon graceful hall, 
“ Suited for ſewers and ſeneſchals, - enchant 
The raptured ſpirit: bold in all the pride 
Of feudal ſtrength the caſtle towers, around 
Ring the loud trumpets, and the crouded field 
Shouts, while in long proceſſion ranged, fair dames, 
Heralds, and ſteel-clad knights, and plumed ſteeds, 


Moves on in chiv alry' 5 emblazon'd pomp. 


Soft was the breath of eve, and Toft the beam 
Of the mild moon, that gleaming on the wreck 
Silver'd the caſtle's creſt: grateful the hour, 
Whoſe noiſeleſs wings accompanied her courſe, 
Hallowed of fancy; yet the muſing mind, 
Oft mid the penſive pleaſures that attend BOO 
C 2 en The 


od " 


[12 ] 


The cloſe of day, with many a mournful thought 
Oppreſt, ſad dwells on life's ſwift paſſing ſcene, 
And dreams of bliſs deluſive; but revived 
From balmy reſt, when at the peep of dawn 

The traveller bounds with active ſpirits light 

O'er the freſh meads that round his path diffuſe 
Fragrance, gay hope attunes her fairy voice 
Delightful, and the heart reſponſive beats 

To the ſweet cadence of her ſyren ſong. . 

Thus light at early dawn my footſteps haſte 

Along the pathway ſtealing to the vale, 

Where from his mountain ſource impetuous Taaffe 
Flings the prone flood: now the incloſing hills 
Advance their brows, now bending back diſplay 
The ſunny lawns, here bare of foliage, here 
Darkened with woods, that feathering fringe the brink. 
Of the ſwift river, where the lofty bridge“ 


*The Pont-y-prid, or the New Bridge, of one arch of ſtone, eretted i in 1750, by William 
Edwards, a common maſon of Glamorganſhire ; it is a ſegment of a circle, the chord one 
hundred and forty feet in breadth, the height thirty-four, ' 

Burſts 
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1 13 ] 
Burſts on the fight amid the lowly glen, 


Like ſome: ſtupendous work the pilgrim views 
Sublime o'er Balbeck's waſte, or deſert ſoil f 
Of Palmyrene. Great architect! illumed 

By Nature's light, thy daring genius fcorned 
An imitated grace: no ſculptured form, 


Triton, or nereid, or wrought river-god, 


With meretricious ornament diſturb 

The ſimple grandeur of thy bold deſign. 
Impatient of it's bondage, twice the flood 

Ruſh'd o'er the ruined bridge; again thy hand 
The indignant torrent yoked, and reared the work 
Triumphant, that amid the waves ſhall ſtand 
Secure, while time by genius turned aſide, 


Shall ſpare (long may he ſpare!) the unrivalled arch. 


Still as the temper ſways, the traveller haunts - 
Congenial ſcenes. While in the murky cells 
Of old Ewenny, ſuperſtition's ſlave 


Starts 


o! 4 
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* 


L ] 
Starts at the thunder of his lonely tread 
Echoed along the vaults, and horrid ſhapes 
Flaſh on his wildered eye; mournful I ſeek 
The deſert ſpot in village records marked, 
Where oft the fairies, im fantaſtic dance, 
Circled the moonlight green. Ye gentle ſprites! 
Sweet viſitants! who 'watchful 'o'er the reſt 
Of infant ſleep, waved from your bliſsful wands 
Enchanting viſions : ye, in youthful days, 
Who led my willing ſteps from the pure fount 
Of Caſtaly, and woods of Greece adored, 
By fawn and dryad trod, to liſt the ſongs 
Breathed by the native genius of the iſle ;- 
Sweet Fays! o'er your forſaken ſhrine 1 heave 
A farewell ſigh, as this memorial lay 


Guides the lone ſtranger mid the dreary waſte. 


By the rent arch that o'er yon billowy heap 
Of ſand ſad towers, the melancholy wreck 


Of 


1 15 ] 
Of old Fitzhammon's glory, where the brook . 


With flow pace winds along the matted weeds, 

Three ſprings into a narrow circle pour 

Their bubbling rills; the current once renowned 

Lured to the hallowed fount the village ſwains. 

Three fairies on the yerdant margin fat, . 

And kindly mingled in the ſufferer's cup 

The drops of health: the tender bud of ſpring. , 
There. earlieſt bloſſomed, autumn's lingering flower 

There ſhed it's lateſt ſweets, and many a wreath - 

Hung votive g'er the conſecrated fane: | 

Now nettles and. rude. thiſtles thicken round, 

And not a wild flower peeps along the waſte... 


Much muſing on the dreams that charmed my youth, 
Far from Neath's mart tumultuous, and the ſcenes 
Where nature mourns, while from the molten ore 
Sulphureous blaſts that dim the noon- day ſun, 
Load the infected gale, lured by the fall 
Of 


1 16 ] 


Of the far flood through pathleſs glens I roam, 


Where Melincourt's loud echoing crags reſound. 
Not bolder views Salvator's pencil daſhed 

In Alpine wilds romantic. Far deſcried 

Through the deep windings of the gloomy way, 
The hoar Cledaugh, ſwoln by autumnal ſtorms, 
Down the o'erhanging rock's declivity 

Curves the broad cataract, and on the ſtones 

Rent from the ſhattered maſs prone ruſhing, ſpreads 
The foamy ſpray around. Here could I muſe | 
The livelong day, and wandering down the dell, 
Along the graſſy margin trace the ſtream 


Meandering; now confined from crag to crag, 
Where burſts the headlong flood, or widely ſpread 
Mid the broad channel, where the undimpled wave 
Bathing the wild flowers bending o'er the brink 
Glides filent by; and ever and anon, 

As gently borne by interrupted gales 

Murmured the diſtant torrent, would I catch 


The 
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The ſounds that echo from her ſecret cave 
Reſponſive breathed. Vain the fond wiſh! Rent clouds 
Drench the chill limbs, and the racked temples throb 
Pained with the raging torrent's ceaſeleſs roar. 
Reluctantly with lingering ſtep I leave | | 
Thy haunts, wild Melincourt! but memory long 
Shall dwell upon thy charms, and long ſhall ruſh 


Cledaugh, thy water-fall on fancy's ear. 


Bold on the ſummit of the mountain brow 
Frowns many a hoary tower, where Cambria's chiefs 
Waving the bannered dragon, dared to arms 
The Norman hoſt. Breathing his native ſtrains, 
There the deſcendant of the Britiſh bard 
HokL, or lofty TAL1EssIN, oft 
At the dim twilight hour in penſive mood, 

Amid the filent hall o'ergrown with briars 
Recalls the feſtivals of old, when blazed 


The giant oak, and chieftains crowned with mead 
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The ſculptured horn, while the high vaulted. roof 


Re-echoed to the hongured minſtrel's harp. 


O'er yonder crag, ſteep, lonely, wild, impends 
The ruined fortreſs , like the aerial, ſhape 
Of battlement or broken citadel, 
That when at eve autumnal. gales. ariſe 
Crowns the grey fleeces of the floating clouds. 
Stranger! beneath yon tower a vaulted path 
Down the ſteep, mountain leads; with flaming torch 
Amid the windings of the cliff deſcend, 
Where, in it's deep receſs, the hollowed rock 
Catches the gathered damps that drop by drop. 
Fall through the porous ſtone. Gilt by the blaze 
The radiant cave, the dews that gem the roof 
Shedding around from long pellucid points 
The mimic. diamonds, veins of ſparry ore 


* Caraigcennin, the remains of a Britin fortreſs, 


That 
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That glittering down the arches' cryſtal ſides 
Their interlacing fret-work weave, renew 
The viſionary ſcenes, to childhood dear, 
Of ſubterranean palaces, the haunts 
Of genii brooding o'er their ſeeret wealth. 
Fantaſtic dreams! delight of Eaſtern bards, 
Perſic, or thoſe of Araby! Oh haſte, 

Fly the enchanting fount! nor ſtoop to cool 


Thy languid lip with the enticing dratight 
Of the chill wave; the unſunned ſpting, miore fell f 


Than cup Circean, ſhall infect thy blood. 
Go where the gale with odoriferons breatli 
Blows o'er the flowers that bloom on Towy's banks. 
Where ſhall I guide thy foot, where fix thy gaze 
That wanders loſt along the lengthening meads ? 
Not lovelier that muſe-haunted vale renowned 
Theſlalian Tempe. O'er the ſunny lawns 
The ſcattered groves of graceful foliage bloom, 
Mingling with fweet variety: the hills 
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- — 
- DEA 


[ 20 J 


Sink ſoftly melting to the plain beneath, 
Loſt gradual in it's level, as the ſtream _ 
That glides into the boſom. of the ſea. - 
High lower the wilder ſteeps, darkened with oaks 


Majeſtic as bold nature unconfined 
Spreads through the pathleſs foreſt ; at the baſe 


Of yon wood-waving cliff, where the proud wreck 
Of ancient Dinevawr ſublimely lifts 
It's ivied battlements, ſwift Towy winds 


Voluminous, in many a lucid fold 


Wildly meandering; and beyond ariſe 


The verdant heights that guard the ſheltered . 
And fade away dimmed by the diſtant clouds. 


— —— — HD — — 


— — — 
—— 7 
2 EE RI 


mee, bee, dbb 


—_—_— 
-4 
— ——— 


U — — x 
— — — — - on 


ZET ²˙ ——1 — — IT — — — — — 


- 


— 

— — — bs — : hh * 8 — Gout -. oe 8 — N — 

— — — „„ —ͤ . 88 — Ye ay — 
— — — — — Boon nn rn 


X 


BOOK THE S BCO N D. 


PARTS of SOUTH and NORTH WALES. 


— 4 


—_— 


- — 0 _ — nn —— 712 — — o 
Or Er rr r ˙¹üw ˙⁵Ä̃om̃mũñd. 7nznzeꝭůF fg / — al 


—ͤ A —_ — — ad tet mn 


— — — 


— — — —— 
— — — 


. 


THROUGH 


PaxTs of SOUTH and NORTH WALES. 


BOOK THE SECOND. 


CONTENTS. 


Mi.rorD Haven. ——Priſfon at Haverfordweſt, —Encomium on Mr. Howazp. 
—— Deſcription of the Country leading to St. David's. The Cathedral. 
Pont-aberglaſlyn.——Snowdon,——Caernarvon,— Mona. Con- 


| cluſion. 


A 


a 


VF 


— — 


— 


BOOK THE SECOND. 


—_ — 


Is life were but a tranſient dream, and man 
With active powers endued, might unarraigned 8 _. 
% Loſe .and negle& the creeping hours,” how pleaſed 
The bard by SHAKESPEAR's lay pathetic lulled, 
On Milford's flowery bank, in ſweet negle&, 
Would. loſe the ſummer days! Lone as I vind 
Along the flood's ſmooth margin, on the ſoul 
A mild and ſoothing melancholy ſteals, 

ä While 


3 
While memory ſaddens o'er thy tender plaint, 


Meek IMoGENn! and the ſweet dirge that mourn'd 
Thy loſs, melodious as the dove at night 
Mourning her abſent mate. Thee, to the ſhores 


Of this unnoticed ſtream, a nobler aim 


Than barren ſighs to heave o'er fancied wot 
Impelled, oh virtuous Howard! on thou went'ſt 
To yon dark fortreſs*, by compaſſion led 

To wipe the tear that meek repentance poured 
In patient filence, or with angel hand 
Touching the flinty bed of guilt, to ſtill 

The writhings of deſpair. From fields of blood, 
And the wild havoc of ambition, fame | 

Has turned aſide, and wondering 'at her 'courſe 
Purſued thy noiſeleſs path, while tyrants quaked 
Before thee: 'to their awe-ſtruck foul thy ftep 


Seemed as of one commiſſioned from above 


To make juſt inquiſition upon earth; 


* An old caſtle at Haverfordweſt, converted into à priſon. 
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But in the priſon to the child of woe 
Thou cameſt like pity veiled in human form, 
Healing the heartfelt wound ; at thy approach, 
Tears, other than of grief, were ſeen to flow, 
At thy approach the fetters' torturing weight | 
Dropt, purer breath of genial air difpelled 
The ſpotted plague, and through the cells of death 
Burſt the new day, 

Alas! thy earthly toil 
Is finiſhed, Now, even now, from Cherſon, groans 
Of deep regret. by the embattled hoſts 
Re-echoed, Turk and Chriſtian, (faes no more, 
While o'er thy tomb, thou patriot of the world! 
They mix their common ſorrows,) ſtrike the ſhore 
Of Britain. Go! receive the prize on high 
Deſtined for virtue! While thy country rears 
Aloft thy ſculptured tomb, and the wide world 
Shouts forth thy praiſe, the ſpirits of the good 
Record to Heaven thy deeds in ſecret done 
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That ſmite not earth's dull ear; and mercy bears 


Up to the throne of Gop the ſilent PO 
Breathed from the grateful heart. 


O thou who ſeekeſt 
Yon rude coaſt's verge extreme that o'er the flood 
Projects it's craggy brow, cautious explore 
The ſolitary path; no print appears 
Of human ſtep, ſave where thy ſtranger mein 
Scares the ſhy wildneſs of the lonely child, 
Who with her lean flock creeps for warmth beneath 
The withered hedge. She knows not to direct 
Thy doubtful way, alone the narrow bound 
Of her rude range ſhe knows, nor dreams of worlds 


Beyond the limits of the barren waſte. 


O'er mournful ſolitudes, o'er deſert heaths, 
Where not a wild tree waves it's leafy ſhade, 
Chilled by the deſolating blaſt that ſweeps 
With whirlwind wings athwart the ſtony beach 
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Of Newegal, when ſad and faint thou droopeſt 

At yon ſequeſtered ſhrine“, away with dreams 

Of chis world and it's pleaſures! loudly roars 

The billowy ſea, and the bleak winds that ruſh 
Through the rent arches of the aiſle, invade 
Tze ſtillneſs of the awful fane. There once 

The lonely monk heard but the dropping bead 
That cloſed his oriſon, ſave when the ſhriek 

Of the wrecked ſailor daſhed againſt the rocks 
Burſt on the vigils of his midnight hour. 

Yet theſe lone waſtes, this horror-breathing gloom, 
And the wide ſcene of deſolation ſuit 

The tenor of my foul, while ſad I join 

The maids and village ſwains, who annual meet 
Lucy to ſcatter o'er thy funeral ſod 

Freſh flowers: I knew thee in thy happier days, 
Ere melancholy love had wrought thee woe. 


Oh! if the muſe had taught my lip to breathe 


*The cathedral of St. David's. 
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Thoſe ſounds which hang upon the ear of time, 
That magic melody which makes the paſt 

Preſent, reanimates the dead, and gives 

To immortality ; thee, hapleſs maid! 

Thee from oblivion my memorial note 

Of pity ſhould preſerve. His country forced 

Her lover from her arms; in foreign lands 
The ſoldier fell; but Lucy lived, if that 

May life be deemed, when maddening o'er it's grief 
Broods dark deſpair. Vet a mild beam of peace 
Gleamed tranſient on her ſoul, when unreſtrained 
Amid the loved retreats where WILLIAu dwelt 
Frequent ſhe lingered. Oft on Teivy's banks 
At early dawn the lonely angler met 
Poor Lucy, wreathing mid her locks freſh flowers; 
And at the dufky cloſe of eve, again 
On the ſame fpot, from her diſhevelled hair 
Scattering the faded bloſſoms in the ſtream : 
There long ſhe roamed, and time had gradual ſhed 
A 
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A lenient balm upon her cloſing wounds, 
When mid the merry crowd, who yearly thronged 
The village feaſt, the wanderer chanced to ſtray 
Unmindful of her woe, where his rude ſtrain 
An old blind minſtrel ſung; ſimple the tale, 
Of a lone maid who on a ſea-beat cliff 
Wept o'er her lover's loſs; artleſs the tune, 
Yet it fell wonderous forceful on the heart: 
Swift ruſhing through the crowd, "Tis mine, tis mine, 
* To fling her woe, the raving Lucy cried, 
And in deep notes of frenzy poured aloud 
Her bleeding miſeries. From that ſad hour 
No more, poor maid ! mid Teivy's ſweeter ſcenes 
Lay thy rude path ; but oft wert thou beheld 
Lone bending o'er the crag in deep deſpair, 
While wintery ſtorms from old Cilgarron drove 
To the dark flood the ſhivered fragment ; oft 
On Aberyſtwith's ſolitary tower 
To watch all mournful by the midnight lamp, 
That 
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That flings it's blaze along the troubled ſea; 
Or by the perilous 'bridge that overhangs 


The black abyſs, climbing the ſlippery crags 
Worn by the cataract; thy daily food | 

The mountain berry, and thy bed at night | 
The cave white with the foam of Monach's flood: 
There floating down the ſtream thy breathleſs corſe 
The wandering ſhepherd found. Beneath- this turf 
At length thy ſorrows reſt. Poor maid, farewell ! 


Fled are the fairy views. of hill and dale; 
Sublimely throned on the ſteep mountain brow 


Stern Nature frowns; her deſolating rage - 
Driving the whirlwind, or ſwoln flood, or blaſt 


Of fiery air impriſoned, from their baſe | 
Has wildly hurled the uplifted rocks around 


The gloomy paſs, where Aberglaſlyn's arch 


Lans o'er the torrent. The disjointed crags 


O'er the ſteep precipice in fragments vaſt 


Impending 
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Impending, to the aſtoniſhed mind recall 

The fabled horrors by demoniac force 

Of Lapland wizards wrought; who borne upon 

The whirlwind's wing, what time the vext fea daihed 


Againſt Norwegia's cliffs, to ſolid maſs 


Turned the ſwoln billows, and the o'erhanging waves 


Fixed ere they fell. With rapture wild I gaze 

On the rude grandeur of the mountain view, 

And as a pilgrim, pennance hard enjoined, 

O'er dreary climes with many a wearied ſtep 

Far wandering, when he firſt deſcries aloft 

The holy croſs upon the diſtant hill, 

Carmel, or Sion, with impaſſioned lip 

Bleſſes the ſpot—thus ardent I behold, 

Raiſed o er the rocky ſcenery ſublime, 

Thee, Snowdon! king of Cambrian mountains hail ! 

With many a lengthened pauſe my lingering feet 

Follow the experienced guide ; a veteran maimed + 

With glorious wounds, that late on Calpe's height 
F Bled 
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Bled in his country's cauſe; though time has marked 
With graceful touch his ſilver hair, yet health, 

The child of temperance, has fixed the roſe 

Of „ ni his cheek; keen beams his eye 


Beneath his hoary brow, and firm his foot 
Springs on the ſteepneſs of the rough aſcent. 


Proud of his native land the veteran points 

To every mountain, wood, and winding ſtream, 
That by tradition ſacred made records 

His great forefathers' deeds: for not derived 
Of ſimple lineage the brave warrior boaſts 
Hereditary blood of Britiſh, chiefs, 
CADWALLADER or RODERICs ancient ſtem. 
Tremendous Snowdon! while, I gradual climb 
Thy craggy heights, though intermingled clouds 
Various of watery grey, and fable hue, 


Obſcure the uncertain proſpe&, from thy brow 

His wildeſt views the mountain. genius flings. 

Now high and ſwift. flits the thin rack along 
3 Skirted 
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Skirted with rainbow dyes, now deep below 

(While the fierce ſun ſtrikes the illumined top) 
Slow fails the gloomy ſtorm, and all beneath 

By vaporous exhalation hid, lies loſt 

In darkneſs; fave at once where drifted miſts, 

Cut by ftrong guſts of eddying winds, expoſe 

The tranſitory ſcenes. Here broken cliffs 

Caught at long intervals, anon a ſea 

Of liquid light, dark woods, and cities gay 

With gleaming fpires, brown moors, and verdant vales, 
In fwift ſucceſſion ruſh upon the ſight. , 

Now ſwift on either fide the gathered clouds, 

As by a ſudden touch of magic, wide 

Recede, and the fair face of heaven and earth 
Appears. Amid the vaſt horizon's ſtretch, 

In reſtleſs gaze the eye of wonder darts 

O'er the expanſe; mountains on mountains piled, 
And winding bays, and promontories huge, 

Lakes and meandering rivers, from their ſource, 


F 2 N 


j—— d UH —y—b: ͤ —e— 


* 
. — ˙·W 
* * 


— —é—ä—ä— 
— A —— — P . — — — 
” K = * — * 
. — . . * Z —˙⅛˙ CO UROENENETIOT. £2 O22 mn the 
P es 


——— 


_ — — 


PR” — ö ; — 
27 


- — 
_— — 
—— — 


cont” ti --—— 
5 — 


- . 1 — 7 — * 4 - 


I — 
— 
— 


PII 


„e 


r 
— = 
> * 


11 


Traced to the diſtant ocean: ſcattered iſles 


Dark riſing from the watery waſte, and ſeas 
Dividing kingdoms, and Ierne crowned 


By Wicklow's lofty range. Thou, who aſpireſt 


To imitate the ſoft aerial hue 


That ſhades the living ſcenes of chaſte LOoRRAINE; 


Here, when the breath of autumn blows along 


The blue ſerene, gaze on the harmonious glow 
Wide ſpread around, when not a cloud diſturbs 
The mellow light, that with a golden tint 

Gleams through the grey veil of thin haze, diffuſed 


In trembling undulation o'er the ſcenes. 


Ye that o'er Menai's darkened wave impend, 
Majeſtic battlements! Thou tower ſublime, 
From whoſe broad brows the ſlender turret ſprings 


Light as the plumage from the warrior's helm, 


The penſive bard, of EDwaRD's martial fame 


Regardleſs, from your ſplendid ruin turns 
Aſide 
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Aſide to mourn o'er ſad LLEWELLYN's fate. 
Heroic prince! when o'er Caernarvon waved 
The crimſon flag of conqueſt, mid the pomp 
Of feſtal ſports when yon proud caſtle rung 
To EpwaRD's triumph, thy inſulted head, 
Gaze of vile crowds, ſtood on Auguſta's tower 
With ivy wreath and ſilver diadem 
Adorned, in mockery of BRurus old, 
And MERLin's myſtic verſe. 

O yet again, 
Thou loved companion of my devious way, 
Muſe !. deign with ſounds of higher note to ſwell 
The reed, as rapt in fearful awe I haſte 
To conſecrated Mona. While the moon 


Caſts through the veil of clouds a ſickly ray, 
While ſolitude and midnight filence reign, 


Mid rocky circles, the raiſed Carnedd's pile, 
And the vaſt Cromlech's bulk, my lonely ſteps 


Trace ſuperſtition's haunt. Though mute the voice 
| Of 


—— ——E—P 


—— 


— — — * 
„ 
— — — — — — — —— —B8— — —— — UOH— — > 9 
. 


L013 


Of Druid, nor an' oak now tear aloft 
It's head, beneath whoſe gloom the white-robed prieſt 
Hymned his fierce gods, and with infernal 'rites 
Poured forth the facrifice of human blood 

At dread ANDRASTE'S fane; yet ſudden heard, 

To viewleſs harps aerial murmurs ſound, 

Mourning the deſolated ſhrines. The place 

Is holy, inſpiration breathes around; 

Viſions * of old flaſh wild on fancy's eye. 

Mid armed ranks to deſperation wrought - 

The bards invoking vengeance from above 

Lift their clafped hands to Heaven, and thunder forth 
Deep execrations on the foe; at once 

With ſudden light flaſh the wide caverns; chad 


Like furies, with diſhevelled treffes looſe, 


Yelling in rage the frantic matrons toſs 


Athwart the gloom their ſparkling brands: appalled 


* This is a faint attempt to imitate the maſterly deſcriprion of the invaſion of Mona, by 
Tacitus, The admirers of CARAcTAcus will recolle&, towards the concluſion of that drama, 


an imitation of the above paſſage, equally. ſpirited as judicious. 
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The Roman warrior ſhudders as a child 
Defenceleſs: lo, the avenging eagle ſails 
Along the lurid air, and fires the groves 
Of Mona, while expiring on their ſhrines 
The Druids to the infernal gods devote 


The foe, and die triumphant. Ceaſe the lay, 
With Mona ceaſe! And now beneath the cliff, 


Whoſe hoar brow ſhadows o'er the Menai's flood, 


Upon this Druid ſepulchre I hang 

My reed; and oh! if ought it's varied notes 

Have not unaptly breathed, of ruder ſtrain, 

Or ſofter ſound, as changeful nature claimed ; 

If thoſe of gentle ſoul, and ſimple taſte, 
Whoſe friendſhip in my peaceful walk of life 

Has flung unfading flowers; if chiefly thou, 

Max1a! with delight attend the ſong, ' 

Bleſt be my reed, and bleſt the tuneful hours 


When my lone foot o'er diſtant Cambria roamed, 
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SONNET I. 


ON THE SHIPS SAILING FOR BOTANY BAY. 


F RESH o'er the wave the winds that favoring blow 
Fill the ſwoln ſails. Genius of Albion, ſay 
Why yon ſwift veſſel cleaves the watery way? 

Is it to hurl thy vengeance on the foe bn 

To plunge mid untried ſeas the adventurous prow ; 

Or to new iſles, where nature's children ſtray, 

Arts yet untaught, and fruits unknown convey? _ 
Alas, for Britain! fraught with guilt and woe 
Groans the o erburdened ſhip. The farewell ſound 

Rings mournfully. Father of mercy, hear! 

Chaſtiſed by labour, when the exiles earn 
By their brows ſweat their bread, oh ! may the tear 

Of penitence drop on the ſoil, and turn | 

To bleſſing thy dread curſe that ſmote the ground. 


E 


SONNET II. 


A MOTHER TO HER SLEEPING CHILD. 


An, happy child! when hanging o'er thy ſleep - 
„A mother fondly bends, watching the while 
i „Upon thy glowing cheek the dimpled ſmile 
« Soft playing, as' the breeze that fans the deep 
« In the mild ſummer noon: oh! may this ſigh, 
„ That will have way, not rudely ſmite thine ear! 
« Nor dropping on thy placid brow this tear 
Wake thee! at ſight of grief, thou knoweſt not why, 
„Poor babe! thy ſympathizing tear might flow. 
« Sleep on, nor taſte before thy time the woe 
64 That racks me, fearful of thy future doom. 
„% How bright thy dawn of life! ah, may thy eve | 
Set thus unclouded by misfortune's gloom ! 
« Sleep then in peace, nor hear the ſigh I heave.” 
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SONNET in. 


THE SUICIDE. 


SAD daughter of diſtreſs! who in the bloom 
Of beauty, bowed with miſery and woe, 
In the dark grave art laid untimely low, 
RNeſt! life's bleak ſtorm is paſt. Though by the doom 
Of ruthleſs man, beneath unholy ground 
Thy corſe amid the beaten pathway caſt 
Lies where the wild birch quivers in the blaſt; 
Yet- ſoft deſcending through the ſtony mound 
The dew of heaven ſhall bathe thy clay-cold breaſt ; 
Yet ſhall thy ſufferings, ſcorned on earth, atone 
Where mercy dwells on high, for life's ſad cloſe; 
And pity muſing oft at eve alone 
On the green ſod where grief and pain repoſe, 
Shall ſoothe: with hymns of peace thy ſoul to reſt. 
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SONNET IV. 


THE FIRE-SIDE. 


Lzr others hail the youthful year, when ſprings - 
Lovelieſt on hill and dale the blooming flower; 


| Or wandering, where deep woods the-path embower, 
View the warm tints that autumn gradual flingss 
| Upon the foliage of the quivering trees 
Me, nor on hill and dale the flowers that blow, 
Nor woods in autumn tints that warmly! glow; 

So charm, as winter, when the bitter breeze 
Mournfully howls along the barren plains » 
And falls the flaky ſnow, and pelting rain 
Beats hard the roof: my ſocial hearth around 
Then friends long abſent meet: | now lingering keep 
Vigils o'er plaintive tales that lure from fleep;' 

Now join the feſtive board where mirth and joy reſound. 
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SONNET V. 


HE WINTER'S MORN. 


AxrtsT unſeen! that dipt in frozen dew 
Haſt on the glittering glaſs thy pencil laid, 
Ere from yon ſun the tranſient vifions fade, 

Swift let me trace the forms thy fancy drew ! 
Thy towers and palaces of diamond hue, 

Rivers and lakes of lucid cryſtal made, 

And hung in air hoar trees of branching ſhade, 
That liquid pearl diſtil: thy ſcenes renew, 

Whate'er old bards, or later fictions feign, 
| Off ſecret grottos underneath the wave, 


Where nereids roof with ſpar the amber cave; 


Or bowers of bliſs, where ſport the fairy train, 
Who frequent by the moonlight wanderer ſeen 


Circle with radiant gems the dewy green. 
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SONNET VI. 
ON DESCENDING INTO A MINE. 
OWART demon of the mine! oft wont to ride 


Upon the wings of death, within the womb 
Of earth inviſible *; or through the gloom 


Of thy dank cell in fiery + vapour glide; 


Or, like the fates, with reſtleſs labour guide 
The venom'd thread of the deſtructive loomf, 


Weaving the web of deſtiny ;—the doom, 


That now hangs o'er me tremulous, turn aſide ! 


„ The fixed air. 
+ The inflammable ar. 


t In the higheſt part of the roof of large drifts which branch out from the mine or 
« main workings, ſomething round is often ſeen hanging, about the bigneſs of a foot-ball, 
covered with a ſkin of the thickneſs and colour of a cobweb : this, if broken by any accident, 
immediate ly N itſelf, and ſuffocates the miners.” 
Payce's MiNERALOGILA, p. 192. 


For 


1 
For not impelled by avarice I explore 


The haunts, where brooding o'er thy mineral birth, 
Thou gem'ſt the ſparry vein with lucid ray : 


Me Nature leads beneath thy caverns hoar, 


Not wond'rous more on ocean, air, and earth 
a 7 3 3 


Than in thy ſecret ſubterraneous way. 
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SONNET VII. 


VORTIGERN'S VALLEY. 


'To this deep hollow, hid from human view, 
Where the bare cliffs with loftieſt mountains crowned 
In their rude range the dreary glen ſurround, 

From Britain's throne baſe VorTi1GERN withdrew. 
Oft flung on the ſteep rock in mad deſpair, 

In every fail that fluttered near the coaſt 


Viewing the ſtreamer of the Saxon hoſt 


From his aged head he rudely rent the hair, 
And to the cavern fled. In every ſtar, 

That on the mountain ſhot it's meteor ray, 
He viewed the beacon flaſhing from afar. 

The livid corſe ſtretched on yon ſummit lay, 
When Heaven's avenging thunder ſmote his head, 
And herce mid ravings wild the lingering ſpirit fled. 
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SONNET VIII. 


A FANCY SKETCH. 


I KNEW a gentle maid: I ne'er ſhall view 
Her like again: and yet the vulgar eye 
Might paſs the charms I traced, regardleſs by; 

For pale her cheek, unmarked with roſeate hue ; 
Nor beamed from her mild eye a dazzling glance; 

Nor flaſhed her nameleſs graces on the ſight ; 

Yet beauty never woke fuch pure delight. 

Fine was her form, as Dian's in the dance ; 

Her voice was muſic, in her filence dwelt 
Expreſſion, every look inſtinct with thought: 
Though oft her mind by youth to rapture wrought 

Struck forth wild wit, and fancies ever new, 

The lighteſt touch of woe her ſoul would melt: 
And on her lips, when gleamed a lingering ſmile, 
Pity's warm tear guſhed down her cheek the while : 

Thy like, thou gentle maid! I ne'er ſhall view. 
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SONNET IX. 


ON THE PRIORY IN THE ISLE OF WIGHT. 


V arep thy views. of cliff and gleaming ſpire, - 
Verdant thy turf, thy banks with: flowerets bloom, 
And wide thy groves o'er{ſhade with grateful gloom 

The ſunny ſlope; yet fain would I retire 
Far from the ſcene! for as the lawn I tread, 

Yon mark*, by the wild billows laſhed around, 

Towers where at once the brave without a wound 
Untimely periſhed. Loud. with ſcreamings dread 

The ſea-mews flutter round the naked maſt, 

And the lone bittern wailing to the blaſt, 

Shrieks like the- death cry. . In each ruder wave 

That burſts upon the cliff, the groan I hear 
Of horror, when 'mid friends that could not ſave, 

Hopeleſs they ſunk within the watery . bier. 


* The maſts of the Royal George, 
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SUNNET X. 


RHINE FIELD“. 


Rumer: as through. thy ſolitude I rove, 
Now loſt amid the deep wood's gloomy night 
Doubtful I trace a ray of glimmering light; 

Now where ſome antique oak, itſelf a grove, 
Spreads it's broad umbrage o'er the ſunny glade, 

Stretched on it's moſly roots at early dawn 

While o'er theefurze with light bound leaps the fawn, 

I count the herd that crop the dewy blade: 

| Frequent at eve liſt to the hum profound 
That all around upon the chill breeze floats, 
Broke by the lonely keeper's wild ſtrange notes, 

At diſtance followed by the browſing deer ; 

Or the bewildered ſtranger's plaintive found 


That dies in leſſening murmurs on the ear. 


* A lodge in the New-Foreſt, 
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SONNET KI. 


ON CASTLE DINAS BRAN. 


\ y HEN riſing flow from Deva's wizard ſtream 


The blue miſts, borne on the autumnal gale, 


3 | Cloud the deep windings of Llangollen's vale, 
| And the high cliff glows with day's lateſt gleam; 
| | Dinas, while on thy brow in penſive dream 
Reclined, no ſounds of earth my ear aſlail, 
| I bid the ancient chiefs of Britain hail. 
| Spirits! who oft beneath the nightly beam 
Strike the boſſed ſhield, or blow the martial horn; 
Or mournful, on the caſtle's wreck forlorn, 
Sigh to the ſorrows of the Druid's lyre: 
O let me join the viſionary choir ! 
That I may hear the tales of former times, 
And drink with ear devout the bard's hiſtoric rhymes. 


. 


SONNET KlI. 


SKIRID, A HILL NEAR ABERGAVENNY. 


Sx1RID! remembrance thy loved ſcene renews; 
Fancy, yet lingering on thy ſhaggy brow, 
Beholds around the lengthened landſcape glow, - 
Which charmed, when late the day-beam's parting hues 
Purpled the diſtant cliff. The cryſtal ſtream 
Of Uſke bright winds the verdant meads among; _ 
The dark heights lower with wild woods o erhung; 
Pale on the grey tower falls the twilight n 
And frequent I recall the ſudden breeze, 
Which, as the ſun ſhot up his laſt pale flame, 
Shook every light leaf ſhivering on the trees ; 
Then bathed in dew, meek evening ſilent came, 
While the low wind, that faint and fainter fell, 
Soft murmured to the dying day—Farewell ! 
I 
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SONNET XIII. 


ON Cxossixd THE-ANGLESEA STREIGHT ro BANGOR, ar MIDNIGHT. 


"was night, when from the Druid's gloomy cave, 
Where I had wandered, tranced in thought, alone, 
Mid CRoMLECH's.and the CaRNnEDD's funeral ſtone, 
Penſive and flow 1 ſought the Menai's Wave: 
Lulled by the ſcene, a ſoothing ſtillneſs laid 
Each pang to reſt.  O'er Snowdon's cloudleſs brow 
The moon that full orbed roſe, with peaceful glow 
Beamed on the rocks; with many a: ſtar arrayed 
Glitter'd the broad blue ſky; from ſhore to ſhore 
O'er the ſmooth current ſtreamed a ſilver light, 
Save: where along the flood the lonely height 
Of rocky Penmaenmaur deep darkneſs ſpread; 
And all was ſilence, ſave the ceaſeleſs roar 


Of Conway burſting on the ocean's bed. 
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SONNET XIV. 


FAREWELL TO BEVIS MOUNT. 


Maxry: ere yet with lingering ſtep we leave 
Theſe bowers, the haunt of peace, where many a year 
Has o'er us paſt delightful, if a tear 

Stray down my cheek, not for myſelf J grieve. 
Here thou hadſt fondly hoped 'till life's laſt eve 

To reſt, On yonder bank the flowers appear 

Nurſed by thy culture; there thy woodbines rear 
Their tendrils. Thou, ah! Thou, unſeen, may'ſt heave 

A ſigh, what time we bid theſe groves farewell; 
Yet in thy breaſt reſides a ſoothing power 
That ſheds the ſweet not found in herb or flower. 

Oh, Mary! what to us where doomed to dwell? 


Enough, that peace and thou can never part, 


Beloved of me the ſpot where'er thou art. 
I 2 
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I. 
N AID, receive my votive wreath ! 
The woodbine's. interwoven locks 
That hid their cluſtering growth thy cliffs beneath; 


Freſh gathered from the gelid cave 
The moſs that drops the cryſtal of thy wave; 


* A mountain torrent, near Abergavenny, which winding along a ſtony channel, among 
ſteep hills, in many parts luxuriantly covered to the water's brink with wild trees and underwood, 
is precipitated into various waterfalls, from the interruption of vaſt maſſes of rock that croſs 
the current in all directions. | 


K With 


3 
With the dry lychen's ſhoot that grew 
Upon the ſteep ſide of thy pendent rocks; 
And now I blend with cloſeſt care, 
While the preſt fragrance floats in air, 


The wild time's .tender flower, 


That from the bee's light feathers tell 
A ſeed within thy graſſy cell, 


What time the reſtleſs wanderer flew 


Winding his plaintive hum along thy nightly bower. 


II. | 
Clyda, when late the grey-eyed. dawn 
Gleamed on the dewy lawn, 
And all the diſtant hills around, 
With the blue miſts wreathed volumes crowned, 
Flung forth their incenſe to the God of day, 
For thy wild haunts I left my wonted way ; 
Where oft with frequent pauſe I toiled to climb 
The mountain brow ſublime, 


Hanging 


1 


HFanging with giddy rapture o'er the view, 
As gradual from the world the veil of night withdrew. 


III. 
Now while the ſounds that down thy water move, 
With lengthened ſwell of melody, repeat 
The muſic of the grove; 2225 
Not with rude ſteps my pilgrim feet 
Shall rouſe the clamours of thy mountains hoar ; 
Nor ſhall theſe hands I bend to take 
The icy ſtream my thirſt to {lake 
Profane thy miny treaſure's ſecret ſeat, 
And draw from it's dark bed the unſunned ore. 


IV. 
I come not worn. with hopeleſs grief 
To pillow on thy rocks my lonely head, 
Nor by pale melancholy led 
To ſeek in dreary wilds a fad relief; 
K 2 But 
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But here to muſe unſeen within the cave 
Dimmed by the broad oak's depth of ſhade, 
Whoſe twiſted roots beneath the flood diſplayed 

Are turned to living ſtone: 
From the bold arch fublimely thrown 
In cluſtered columns the bright ſpar depends, 
And noiſeleſs mid the eddies of the wave 
Slow down their lengthened points the lingering drop 
deſcends. 


V. 

Hid in the lap of ſolitude. 

In ſecret glens and caverns rude, 

Where'er the lone enthuſiaſt bends, 

A viſionary world attends, - 
And airy ſhapes advance, and airy voices ſound. 
But oh, how bleſt! if aught of ancient worth 

Shed inſpiration round, 
To {lumber on the hallowed earth, 
While 


[ 69 ] 
While Fancy waves her pictured wings on high, 


And forms of ancient days flaſh on the tranced eye. 


VI. 
Though wild trees tremble o'er yon tower 
Of old where Gothic banners hung, 
And peace has ſcattered many a flower 
On the rent walls in ruin flung, 
Bright pageants of the poet's dream 
Prompting the high heroic theme, 
Swarm round the caſtle's ſhiver'd head 
That beetling o'er the cliff a fragment lies; 
Aloft the aerial battlements ariſe, 


And on the gleaming rocks the ſteel-clad warriors tread. 


VII. 
| Not ſuch at haunted eve, 
Poor ſhepherd of the dale! 


The viſions that thy wildered ſight deceive, 


When 


RE 
When winged with fear thy footſtep hies 


Along yon craggy brow, 
Where the bridge “ trembles o'er the gulph below; 
Amid the foamy tides 
That burſt through the dark mountain's riven ſides, 
Thou vieweſt the ſhapeleſs ſpectre riſe, 
While ſhrieks of loud lament and horror load the gale. 


VIII. 
Spirit! who from thy watery grave 
Sad wandereſt through the gloomy cave, 
That erſt re-echoed to thy yell, 
When hurled from yon impending height, 
The deep flood, as thy bleeding body fell, 
Mournfully ſounded on the ear of night, 


* „The moſt remarkable fall, both for it's height and romantic beauty, ruſhes through a 
cavity of the rock into a pool called the Pault-y-Comb, or the Dog's Pool, from a tradition, that 
the body of a woman who had been ſeduced, murdered, and afterwards flung into the river 
from a bridge that dire&ly impends over the pool, had been there diſcovered by a dog. 


Break 


1 
Break not death's deep repoſe— 
Hence! in my breaſt no paſſion glows 
Save ſuch whoſe temperate power refined 
| Unites in golden chains the mind, 
Formed by the hand of chaſte connubial love. 
Naid! receive my votive wreath ! 
The pure delights that in my boſom move 
Riſe from the thoughts thy haunts inſpiring breathe. 
Nymph! with regret I leave thy ſoothing cell, 


Clyda, to virtue dear, dear to the muſe—farewell ! 


— 
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NETLEY ABBEY. 


MIDNIGH T. 


I. 
SOFT on the wave the oars at diſtance ſound, 
The night-breeze ſighing through the leafy ſpray 
With gentle whiſper murmurs all around, 
Breathes on the placid ſea, and dies away. 
As ſleeps the moon upon her cloudleſs height, 
And the ſwoln ſpring-tide heaves beneath the light, 
Slow lingering on the ſolitary ſhore > 
L Along 
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| 
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N 
Along the dewy path my ſteps I bend, 


Lonely to yon forſaken fane deſcend, 


To muſe on youth's wild dreams amid the ruins hoar. 


II. 

Within the ſheltered centre of the aiſle, 

Beneath the aſh whoſe growth romantic ſpreads 
It's foliage trembling o'er the funeral pile, 

And all around a deeper darkneſs ſheds; 
While through yon arch, where the thick ivy twines, 
Bright on the ſilvered tower the moon- beam ſhines, 

And the grey cloiſter's roofleſs length illumes, 
Upon the moſſy ſtone I lie reclined, 
And to a viſionary world reſigned 


Call the pale ſpectres forth from the forgotten tombs. 


ee 1 
Spirits! the deſolated wreck that haunt, 
Who frequent by the village maiden ſeen 
| When 


1 
When ſudden ſhouts at eve the wanderer daunt, 
And ſhapeleſs ſhadows ſweep along the green ; 
And ye, in midnight horrors heard to yell 
Round the deſtroyer of the holy cell, 
With interdictions dread of boding ſound; 
Who, when he prowled the rifled walls among, 
Prone on his brow * the maſſy fragment flung; — 
Come from your viewleſs caves, and tread this hallowed 


ground! 


IV. 
How oft, when homeward forced at day's dim cloſe, 
In youth, as bending back I mournful ſtood, 
Fixed on the favorite ſpot where firſt aroſe 
The pointed ruin peeping o'er the wood; 
Methought I heard upon the paſſing wind 
Melodious ſounds in ſolemn chorus joined 


| . 
* This alludes to a circumſtance recorded in Groſe's Antiquities, and ſtill believed in the 


neighbourhood. 


GG Echoing 


E 30 71 
Echoing the chaunted veſper's peaceful note : 
Oft through the veil of night's deſcending cloud, 
Saw gleaming far the. viſionary croud 


Down the deep vaulted aifle in long proceſſion float. 


V. 
But- now no more the gleaming forms appear, 
Within their graves at reſt the fathers ſleep; 
And not a ſound comes to the wiſtful ear, 
Save the low murmur of the tranquil deep : 
Or from the graſs that in luxuriant pride 
Waves o'er yon eaſtern window's ſculptured fide, 
The dew-drops burſting on the fretted ſtone : 
While faintly from the- diſtant coppice heard 
The muſic of the melancholy bird 


Trills to the filent heaven a ſweetly-plaintive moan. 


'VL 
Farewell, delightful dreams, that charmed my youth ! 
Farewell, the aerial note, the ſhadowy train! 


Now 


1 
Now while this ſhrine inſpires ſublimer truth, 
While cloiſtered echo breathes a ſolemn ſtrain, 
In the deep ſtillneſs of the midnight hour 
Wiſdom ſhall curb wild fancy's magic power, 
And as with life's gay dawn the illuſions ceaſe, 
Though from the heart ſteal forth a ſigh profound, 
Here reſignation o'er it's ſecret wound 


Shall pour the lenient balm that ſoothes the ſoul to 
peace, 
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EPISTLE To A FRIEND. 


ON 


PHYSIOGNOMY. 


fd 


O THOU, whoſe voice the willing muſe obeys, 
Whoſe taſte illumines, and whoſe counſel ſways, 
While drawn by thee from fancy's flight 1 toil 
Slowly on Reaſon's unpoetic ſoil, 

Deign to receive the graver truths among 


Some flowers ungathered by the ſons of ſong ! 


Lo! where in gentle ſlumbers huſhed to reſt 
The babe lies pillowed on the mother's breaſt ; 
M 2 Say, 
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Say, can the ſage with juſt preciſion trace 
The dawn of genius beaming on the face; 
Vet immature the future powers behold, 
As in the aurelia's veil the wing of gold? 
No, ere the thoughts collected and combined 
Have ſhed their early ſeeds upon the mind, 
To the dull form attention turns in vain, 
Blank is the volume of the infant's brain. : 
What though the embryo, ere produced to light, 
Thrilled with faint pain, and glowed with ſoft delight, 
Yet theſe no certain ſignature 1mpart 

To character the mind, or mark the heart; 

Gently they breathe upon the face and die, 

Nor leave a laſting image for the eye. 

But when the touch the nervous network ſpreads 
Fine as the aerial ſpider's filmy threads, 

When to the light the rolling eyeball turns, 


When the moiſt tongue the nurturing food diſcerns, 


When the ſtunned babe ftarts from the ſtranger ſound, 


That vibrates on the nerves ſonorous round ; 


Or, 


3 
Or, when a mother's accent ſtrikes the ear, 
Bends his ſoft neck each whiſpered note to hear; 
Or when the organs of the ſmell inhale 
The fine effluvia of the paſhng gale, 
Shrink from the pain the noxious vapours bring, 
And open to the fragrance of the ſpring ; 
The paſſive ſoul the mixed impreſſion takes, 
The ideas kindle as each ſenſe awakes. 
To the dull ſcenes of the ſubſtantial earth 
The ſhadowy brood of fancy owe their birth, 
And from material images combined 
Works the creative energy of mind. 
Hence, or the habit of prevailing thought, 
Or finer ſenſe with keen perception fraught, 
Dire&s the genius with ſuperior ſway, 
By it's ſtrong impulſe moved the muſcles play, 
It's plaſtic power the feeling fibres own, 


And the nerves ſwell in ſympathetic tone. 


1 O bid 
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O bid me not, with ſpeculation vain, 


Trace the firſt link that forms the mental chain; 


Mark where in life's ſtrong colouring portrayed 


The ſoul firſt caught thoſe hues that never fade; 


Why thoughts peculiar ſtrike upon the mind, 


And the man grows diſtinguiſhed from mankind ! 


Loſt in the ſearch, enquiry vainly ſtrays, 
And darkling error runs round fol ly's maze. 
Unable to explain her ſecret laws, 

And fathom to the depth profound the RY 
Such raſh attempts erſt led the boaſtful ſage 
To ſtudy man in heaven's illumined page, | 


And from the lucid orb and ſtarry ſcroll 


Deduce the inclination of the ſoul. 


Around one point harmonious nature ran, 


Sole guide and center of the circle man ; 
The natal hour his lot of life controuled, 


To mark his fate preſiding planets rolled. 


Did 


11 
Did high ambition wake the wiſh to riſe, 
Jove at his birth ſhone regent of the ſkies ! 
On the ſad ſoul did melancholy weigh, 
Saturn's dull flame had faintly warmed the clay; 
"Twas Mars aſcendant fired the warrior's blood, 
From Mercury wit and elocution flowed ; 
And Venus, radiant: from the realms above, 
Illumed the infant with the light of love. 
Theſe dreams are fled, but other dreams ariſe, 
And viſionary phantoms lure: the wiſe. 
There are, who with the compaſs and the line 
The meaſured limits of the mind define; 
Who, ere upon the front ſtand forth confeſt 
The marks by time's deep ſignature impreſt, 
View in the forming ſkull the talents wrought, 
And from it's matrix force the embryo thought ; 
Explore, where brooding in the bony cells, 
Bacon's deep ſenſe, or SHAKESPEAR's genius dwells; 
Where, yet a cradled babe, ſome ſtateſman lies, 
Artful as WALSINGHAM, as BURLEIGH wiſe; 

They 


* 
They deem, that as the flowing water glides 


Where'er the channelled path the current guides, 
Thus governed by the ſKkull's peculiar make 


The ductile minds their inclination take. 

Can then the duſt and periſhable earth 

Mould in their maſs the intellectual birth, 

O' er different talents ſtated forms preſide, 

And in the ſame to varying branches guide ? 
Hence did immortal HouER forceful roll 

The peal of epic thunder on the ſoul ; 

A melting Sarrho languiſh on the lyre, 
TyRTÆEVUSs' warmth relume the Spartan fire; 
ANACREON ing with wreaths of roſes crowned, - 
And the ſweet Dorian breathe the paſtoral ſound? 
Oh! who of mortal knowledge ſhall pretend 


To mark man's deſtination and his end? 


Who like the potter range each plaſtic frame, 


And on the vaſe it's future uſe proclaim ? 
This made of groffer duſt and meaner clay, 


« Formed but to ſerve, and faſhioned to obey; 
* 6 TO 
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“0 To this choice veſſel grace and glory given, 
This ſet by holy hands apart for heaven.” 
The mind 1s no mechanic organ wound 
Blindly to move in regulated round, 


But like a kindly ſoil, diſpoſed to feed 
With genial juices each entruſted ſeed. 


If general culture had it's powers improved, 


If o'er the kindling ſparks ambition moved ; 
Had keen neceſſity her whetſtone joined, 
Sharpening the ſpirit to the work aſſigned; 


Perhaps the force creative that imparts 


A ſoul to all the imitative arts, 


Now clothes the poet's thoughts in words of fire, 


Now ſtrikes the nerve of feeling on the lyre ; 


To ſculptured forms the breath of life ſupplies, 


And bids the paſſions from the canvas riſe ; 
Had with like power the reins of empire held, 
The car of conqueſt to the war impelled ;. 
With philoſophic ken the world explored, 
And turned ſuſpended ſenates by a word. 
N Man 
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Man is one perfect piece, whoſe ſpring the ſoul 
Moves through the maſs, and regulates the whole; 
With equal force it's vital vigor ſpread 
Feels in the heart, and reaſons in the head; 

And hence it's frequent touch, and conſtant aim, 
Moulds to it's bent the ſympathetic. frame; 
Upon the yielding muſcles of the face | 


Leaves by repeated uſe a laſting trace ; 


May gradually mark the ſolid bone, 

As ceaſeleſs fall of water frets the ſtone. 

Thus the formed features riſe diſtinctly bold, 
Caſt in peculiar ſhape and ſettled mould, 

The ſoul, by outward ſhew defined, impart, ' 
And mark the face, the comment of the heart. 


Behold Locke's front, and reaſon's depth diſcern, 
View humor tittering in the ſmile of STERNE ; 
In thine, ſarcaſtic irony VoLTAIRE, 


Genius and truth impreſt on NEwToN's air; 
On 


1 


On CROMWELLI's bolder brow ambition ſeen, 


And ſorrow's ſoftening touch on STuarT's mien. 1 


Where'er the fountain guſhes 'into day, | 
The ſprings the nature of the ſoil betray ; 
In the blue wave the latent minerals gleam, 
And hidden pyrites heat the bubbling ſtream ; 
Thus on the face the' paſſions fix their ſeal, 
And all the ſecrets of the breaſt reveal. 


When ſentiment is action, thought deſire, 
The ſpirits kindle, and the heart's on fire, 
The ſtrong expreſſions, burſting all controul, 
Caſt forth in high relief the featured ſoul. 
Now wonder elevates the open brow, 
Breathing revenge, the expanding noſtrils glow; 
Love his warm wiſh in mantling bluſhes ſpeaks, 
Wan jealouſy corrodes the cankered cheeks; 
In vild perturbed features guilt diſplayed, 
Calm innocence in placid charms arrayed; 

P FOI 


Ne Scorn 
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Scorn on the lips ill hid by laughter lies, 
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And folly rolls around her vacant eyes. 


Yet boaſt not man with ſpeculative art, 
To trace at will each winding of the heart! 
Now prejudice cloſe peers with partial glaſs, 
Fictitious dyes veil the deceitful maſs; 

Now fixed averſion's microſcopic eyes 

Enlarge the failings to unnatural ſize ; 

Reverſed by love the tube a ſcene diſplays, 

Where the dim blemiſh gradually decays, 

Till loſt by diſtance every ſpot retires, 

And every beauty glows with fancied fires. 
_ 

O! if, when errors ſtain the aired plan, 
And imperfections mark the lot of man, 


Forgetful of his nature, and his ſtate, 


No ſoft compaſſion ſmooth the brow of hate; 


If caſting on the world a ſtoic's view, 


Thou give to weakneſs what is vice's due; 


1 


Fly the raſh ſtudy, tempt not the purſuit, 

The tree of knowledge bears a deadly fruit : 
But if congenial to thy liberal mind, 

The ſcience, with the love, of human kind; 

If thou canſt pity frailties never felt, 

And firm thyſelf for others failings melt, 
Through paſſion's ſea dart the unclouded eye, 
And pearls beneath a troubled ſurface ſpy ; 
Search the ſoul's depth, each latent gem produce, 


And eſtimate it's value by it's uſe. 
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TO THE 


GODDESS or CASTLE-BUILDING. 


Soul. of ideal joy! whoſe airy train 

Swift ſhadowing forth the pictures of the brain, 

Now laps in viſionary bliſs the mind, 

Now vaniſhes, nor leaves a trace behind. 

Changeful as varying clouds at ſummer eve 

That the lured eye with floating forms deceive, 

Till in the darkneſs of declining day 

The unſubſtantial vapour fades away. 

Soul of ideal joy! weighed down by ſleep, 

While care's o'erwearied eye forgets. to weep, 
= Once 
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Once more on Fancy's pinions I repair 
Where thy enchanted palace floats on air, 


And *mid the phantoms ſwarming to thy ſpell 


Breathe o'er the illuſive charms a laſt farewell. 


Far other thoughts, in unexperienced hours, 
Enchantreſs! winged me to thy fairy bowers. 
Oft when 'mid boyiſh ſports, I knew not why, 
Strange miſery darkened o'er my downcaſt eye, 
As nature felt, to willing woe reſigned, 


The wildneſs of a melancholy mind, 


Alone thy power my charmed ſenſe beguiled, 


And huſhed the murmurs of the mournful child. 
In youth, thy joys of viſionary ſway 

From palling pleaſures weaned my ſoul away. 
The feſtive roar was diſſonance : my ſoul 

Sunk at the riot of the maddening bowl. 

With noiſeleſs foot from the tumultuous crew 


To muſe in viewleſs wanderings I withdrew, 
Till 
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Till unperceived the twilight's fading ray 


Left me lone lingering on the pathleſs way. | 


Now, tho nor age with icy hand has chilled 
The nerve that at the touch of paſſion thrilled, 


Though nor inſenſible to joy and woe, 

Life lingering in my veins forgets to flow, 
Yet, Goddeſs, on thy viſions gliding by 
Calmly I gaze with diſenchanted eye. 

Go, where the giddy world adores thy ſhrine ; 
Go, ope for avarice thy golden mine: 

Go, with thy rainbow hues deſpair illume 
That droops in apathy's deſerted gloom ; 


Lift to pale envy's gaze the ſon of pride, 

And to the lover lead the bluſhing bride. 

Me glory tempts no more: by reaſon tamed 
Calm is the pulſe that youthful hope inflamed. 
I ſeek not wealth: content and temperance hold 


Mines richer than the miſer's unſunned gold. 


O 2 When 
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When fancy's trance the enamoured bard beguiles, 
Leſs lovely the delightful image ſmiles, | 
Than thou, pure child of Nature! on whoſe breaſt 
Oft huſhed my grief has found it's only reſt. 

Still thy meek eye of gentleneſs and peace 

Has with a look made wayward paſſion ceaſe. 

Thy heart, if e'er affliction preſs too near, 

In ſecret anguiſh inly drinks the tear, 

To God alone not hidden, mute the while 

Meek patience ſeals thy lip with angel ſmile. - 


Yet if, no more allured, with cold diſdain 
I quit the wonders of thy magic reign, | 
Will not invention, nurſed by thee, decay, 
And the chilled bloom of fancy fade away? 
Then leave me not, thou Muſe, divinely fair, 
Whoſe phantoms from the regions in the air, 
'Mid day-dreams, and the viſions of the night 
Hovered in varied forms before my fight, 

While 


B 
While on each ſhape the changeful image wore, 


New beauties beamed, and charms untraced before. 
Oft when bright glow-worms ſpangled o'er the glade, 
And moon- beams on the pearly dew-drops played, 
Thy ſprightly figure of enchanting grace, 

Like ARIEL, fancy's child, of fairy race, 

Printing the ringlets round in paces wild 

With ſports of merry elves the night beguiled. 

At times, as liſtening when the paſſing bell 

To the world-wearied ſufferer knolled farewell, 

I muſed on friends that mouldered in the tomb, 
And nouriſhed the ſharp pangs that life conſume, 
Thou cameſt, in pity's tender form arrayed, 

Veiling each wild grace with a penſive ſhade: 

Thy ſympathetic voice that breathed relief 

Gradual allayed the violence of grief, 

Till reſignation ſtealing o'er the mind 

Left not a trace of miſery behind, 

Save to the ſpirit of departed woes 


A ſigh that tender melancholy owes. 
: © When 
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When breathing fragrant airs, the attendant hours 
Danced round the ſpring, and filled her lap with flowers, 
As the morn's jocund melodies aroſe, 

Or eve's ſoft murmur gave the world repoſe, 

I met thee on my path, a ſylvan maid, 

On hill and dale, in grove and ſunny glade. 
And when each beauty of the year grown pale, 
Chill blew on autumn's wane the icy gale, 
O'er the bleak woods thy lingering glances caſt, 
Caught the laſt leaf that ſhivered in the blaſt: 


Then, Goddeſs, while I breathe a long farewell 
To the vain dreams of thy deluſive ſpell, 


Oh! let thy chaſter influence warm my heart, 


Nor with the phantoms of the world depart. 
Fame, beauty, wealth, to others I reſign, 


Be peace, and lonely meditation mine! 
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AUTUMN 1792. 


'Trov that emboſomed in the dark retreat 

Veileſt from profaner gaze thy hallowed ſeat, 

Genius of wild Llangollen ! once again 

I turn to thy rude haunts, and ſavage reign : 

'Mid the grey cliffs' that o'er yon heights impend, 
O'erſhadowing mountains that the vale defend, 
Woods whoſe free growth the gloom of midnight ſpreads, 


And torrents foaming down their flinty beds, 

Within thy ſheltered ſolitudes confined, 

At diſtance from the murmur of mankind, 
11 P I ſooth 
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I ſooth to peace the cares of life awhile, 


And woo, lone Nature's long-forgotten ſmile. 


Loved vale! when o'er thee beamed the ſpring-tide ray, 
And from thy heights flow ſunk the ſummer day, 
From thy delightful ſcenery reſtrained, 

Far off by fond ſollicitude detained, 
I watch'd where pain's wan eye ſad vigils kept, 


Or hung upon the couch where languor flept : 


Bright Autumn fading, ere my footſtep came, 

On the illumined foreſt ceaſed to flame. 

But now while waning to his mournful end _ 

He ſinks from ſight like a departing friend, 
Swift let me trace the varied views around 

Spread o'er the range of thy enchanted ground ; 

While yet upon the leaf pale hues appear, 

And the laſt tint yet lingers on the year, 
That like the fluſh of the faint hectic ſtrays 
Wan-gleaming as the bloom of life decays. 


While 


nnn Oy 
r 


| 1 
- 
2 
* % 
kW 
W 
N 
0 
7 


11 


While the retreating ſhadows of the night 
Sail from yon “ Mountain's dim-diſcovered height, 
As up the ſteep my reſtleſs footſteps climb, 
And from the pathway bruſh the filver rime, 
Mute are the melodies that wake the morn, 
And filence reigns: around the way forlorn. 

Vain my fond wiſh to gaze in magic trance 
O'er the unfolding valley's wide expanſe, 

And from the breezes on the brow inhale 

The freſhneſs of the ſpirit-ſtirring gale. 

Where late, by eve's pale radiance filvered o er, 
Dee wound her mazy wave from ſhore to ſhore, 
And the brown fallow, and the verdant field, 
And hill and dale immingling ſhone revealed; 
O'er the dank vale the vapor ſtreaming wide 
Rolls onward like the ocean's foamy tide: 
Thick darkneſs lours around, ſave where a beam 
Touches the village ſpire with tranſient gleam, 
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Or like a promontory's chalky brow 
The tower's hoar creſt o'erhangs the flood below. 
Dinas*! more beauteous thus in late decay 
Thy caſtle, cloathed with penſive colors grey ; 
Bleak mountain! yet more beauteous thus thy head 


Untraced but by the ſtran ger's lonely tread, 

Than in thy gorgeous day, when tyrant power 
With trophies hung thy far-reſplendent tower. 

The Britiſh bard, at thy unhonored name, 

Points to the wreck, a monument of ſhame. 

“So fall the towers, by vengeful time defaced, 
That ſtood when rebel arms their ſtrength diſgraced ; 


« Moulder the walls that hid the traitor's head, 
« When freedom to the field her Britons led. 


* The remains of Dinas Bran, one of the primitive Welſh caſtles, nearly cover the ſummit 
« of a vaſt conoid hill, ſteeply floped on every fide. The founder is unknown. In the reign of 
« Henry III. it was the retreat of Gryffyd ap Madog, who traiterouſly confederating with the 
« Engliſh againſt his countrymen, was obliged to ſecure himſelf from their vengeance in this 
„ atrial faſtneſs. 
On the death of Gryffyd, Edward I. ungratefully beſtowed on John- Earl Warren the 
« wardſhip of the eldeſt ſon of his old ally; as he did that of the ſecond, on Roger Mortimer. 
« Theſe lords cauſed their wards to be drowned under Holt-Bridge; and took poſſeſſion of 
« their eſtates. An obſcure tradition of this murder was current in the country under the fable 
„ of two young fairies, who had been there ——_— in that manner.” 

PznNnanT's Tour in Wales. 
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Wretch! that expired'ſt within yon rocky mound, 


By ſolitude, and terror circled round, 

Vain was thy hope on EpwaD that repoſed, 
Vain the laſt wiſh thy dying breath that cloſed. 
Yet ere the requiem bad thee peaceful reſt, 
Scarce cold the lip that uttered the requeſt, 
A ſtranger's hand uſurped thy ancient power, 
A ſtranger's banner glittered on thy tower. 
Lo! the defenders grateful EpwARD gave 
To ſooth thy ſpirit hovering o'er the grave. 
Stern avarice and murder ſtalk around, 

Sole guardians thy forſaken infants found. 
No parent on their death-bed drops the tear, 


No parent ſtrews with flowers their honored bier. 


But the rude hinds their fate obſcure bewail, 
Traced in the ſtrange traditionary tale ; 
And village girls point weeping to the wave 


Where fairies floated o'er their watery grave.” 


So 
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So fly the dreams deluded youth recalls, 
So. fade the glories of the Gothic halls! 
Where'er the caſtle reared it's ſtately head, 
Oppreſſion prowled around, by murder fed. 
Above the banquet foamed, and unreſtrained , 
Riot's ſwoln lip the o'erflowing goblet drained ; 
While in the dungeon's gloomy cave beneath 


| Lurked famine, liſtening to the cry of death. 


Stern age ! at diſtance fair thy glories gleam, 
And ſoft the luſtre of thy ſetting beam. 

Thus when. the ſtorm that hid the golden day 
Has ſunk into the weſt, and fades away, 
While on the furtheſt hill dark ſhadows lour, 
The ſun-beams ſtrike on the receding ſhower, 
From the 1llumined cloud gay colours ſhine, 


And a new radiance gilds it's ſwift decline. 


The catara& that from yon Alpine dale 
Hoarſe thunders on the wide-reſounding gale, 


Lures 
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Lures me to darkſome paths, where Deva roars, 


And ſweeps with torrent flood the ſounding ſhores. 
Clear are the mountain ſtreams that Cambria lave, 
Beauteous the wooded banks that ſhade the wave, 
Fair-blooming on their glades the vernal flowers, 
And ſweet the bird that haunts their ſummer bowers: 
Yet nor the wooded bank their ſtreams that ſhades, 
Their filver currents, or their flowery glades, 
Charm, like the Dee's wild courſe, that varying leads 
To rocks, dark groves, deep glens, and ſunny meads, 
Beauties that interchanged with new delight, 

Shift like a ſcene of magic on the ſight. 

As bending o'er the bank, in penſive mood, 

I gaze upon the ſwift-deſcending flood, 

Torrents from crag to crag that ceaſeleſs thrown 
Wear the rough rocks, and ſmooth the poliſhed ſtone ; 
Then whirled in eddies round the ecchoing cave, 
Silver with fleecy foam the diſtant wave: 

Viſions of ancient glory ſwarm around, 


And the dark glen becomes enchanted ground. 
| Warm 
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Warm inſpiration views the wizards hoar 


That liſtened to the flood's prophetic roar, 
And as the wave it's changeful * current rolled, 
The fate of nations, fall of kings foretold. 


Bold lour at intervals the heights around, 


. Orb within orb, by Druid temples crowned, 
Half hid beneath the earth huge CRouLECHS bend, 
And the tall CaRntDps leſſening piles aſcend. 


Dark on the mountain's tempeſt-beaten head 

| Rude +Britiſh forts their maſſy bulwarks ſpread, 

; And oft when time has battered down the piles, 
And peace on the forgotten ſtation ſmiles; 
Though long the ſummer ſun, and winter ſnow 
Has mellowed the deep ſoil that turfs their brow, 
The rich graſs ſpiring o'er the ſheep-fed heath, 
Points out the levelled turrets funk beneath. 
Thus where of old the lightening's dreaded ſtroke 


On the wide plain in curving flaſhes broke, 


* Drayton's Poly. Song. X. 


Year 
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Year after year the verdant circles ſpring, 


And ſhepherd boys retrace the fairy ring. 


Pure Dee! ſwift-welling forth from Raran hoar 
Where * ARTHUR liſtened to the wizard's lore, 


Regions, where fancy wanders unconfined, 

And viſionary day-dreams ſooth the mind, 

From your loved haunts, triumphant Cambria leads 
Along Eidernion's fairy-footed meads, 

To print the mound that Gwynzpp's camp incloſed, 
And bleſs the ſoil where liberty repoſed. 

Freſh fall the dews on + Corwen's fertile head, 
And genial gales eternal verdure ſpread, 

There down the ſteep the watchful warrior bold, 
In fateful hour the ſtorm of battle rolled; 

And while the mountain deluges afar 


Flooded the vales, and ſwept the ranks of war, 


Fairy Queen, book I. canto ix. 


+ Corwen is celebrated in the Welch annals for the victory gained by Owen Gwynedd, 


in 1165, over the forces of Henry II. 


"I Before 
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Before pale HENRV'Ss van ruſhed flight and fear, 


And peſtilence and famine dogged his rear. 


Onward with frequent pauſe, with fond delay, 
To Corwen's height oft-bending back my way 
Along the mazes of the neighboring glades + 
Through deſerts rude, and unfrequented ſhades, 

I trace the caves, and deep receſſes hoar 

That roofed the war-worn head of wild GLENDORE, 
*Mid yon dark cliffs, whoſe woods romantic wreathe 
Athwart the wave that winds their roots beneath, 
When war's keen blood-hounds preſt their wearied prey, 
Couched in his lair awhile the chieftain lay, 

Alone the mountain berry gave him food, 

And his ſole drink chill Deva's troubled flood. 


Warrior! I trace thee not by victory crowned, 


When regal honors beamed thy brow around ; 


+ Glyn-dwrdwy, or the valley of the Dee, the patrimony of the famous Owen Glendore, 
Not a veſtige of his manſion remains. In the latter part of his life, it is related, that he 
was forced to ſhelter himſelf in caves, and deſert places, from the fury of his enemies. 


The 
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The ſongs of other days thy fame record, 
And Britiſh minſtrels dwell on Cambria's lord. 
Touched by the ftrain, at twilight's haunted hour, | 
Oft as I ſtrayed beneath thy ruined tower, | 
Methought the Druid harp the haunts among 
To many a note of ecchoing triumph rung, 


While from the ſlumber of their long repoſe 


Forms of old kings, and Britiſh warriors roſe. | 
Lo! where her phantoms wizard fancy led, | 
Untrodden heaths, and filent deſerts ſpread. 
In vain I ſeek where luxury's feſtal pyre 
Flaſhed on the rocks around a gleaming fire, 
When the loſt wanderer, mid the ſtorms of night, 


Looked up, and bleſſed the hoſpitable light. 


No ſcattered ruins o'er the waſte extend, 


O'er their rent baſe no tumbling turrets bend, 


No broken baſtion lies with moſs o'ergrown, 


No fragment of a grey, and mouldering ſtone. 


Q 2 Sorrowing 
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Sorrowing I turn, and through the birchen ſhades, 


That ſweep o'er Llandyſilio's ſhelter'd glades, 

Seek the deſerted fane, when day-light ſmiles 
Through the rent roof, and dim-diſcovered aiſles. 
Vale of the Croſs þ ! let other bards explore 

Thy ſylvan ſcenes, green heights, and mountains hoar ; 
The rill's ſoft lapſe thy ſloping turf that laves, 

The woods wild growth that o'er thy Abbey waves: 
Let others gaze upon the ſolemn hues | 
Time's mellowing touches on the ſtone diffuſe, 


And unſunned damps that mouldering where they fall, 


Stream in rich ſtains, and picture o'er the wall. 


I pauſe—to voluntary woes reſigned, 


And lenient grief that leaves a balm behind. 


Half of the deſtined days of life are er, 


Gone, like a dream of night, to riſe no more. 


1 The Abbey of Valle Crucis, was a houſe of Ciſtertians, founded in the year 1200. 
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1 
Like a lone pilgrim by ſad penance led, 


From Po's green banks, or Arno's flowery. bed, 

Far off o'er northern ſolitudes to roam, 

Who mid-way muſing on the toils to come, 

Upon the Alpine boundary's lofty creſt 

Lingers awhile his wearied limbs to reſt. 

There, as on either ſide the realms extend 
Whence firſt he wandered, where his wanderings end, 
Bends wiſtful to the regions left behind, 

And loud exclaims, in agony of mind: 

„Land! where each gale like vernal fragrance blows, 
« Where winter's ſun on ripening plenty glows; 


% Where, ever as I paſt, the path around 


* Bloomed with freſh flowers, and pendent fruitage 


crowned, 


. 


* 


Hills, whoſe lone tops with lighted chantries beamed, 


C 


** 


Vales! in whoſe nightly gloom the convents gleamed, 


“ Retreats, beneath whoſe ſhelter peace repoſed, 


cc 


And the tranced eye in bliſsful viſions cloſed — 


« Farewell! 
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&« Farewell! down yon rude tract forlorn I go, 
te O'er pathleſs ſolitudes, o'er waſtes of ſnow. 
„ Heaven wills—fond, hopeleſs wiſh, no more rebel, 


«© Be with this tear forgotten ;—ſo, farewell!“ 


Thus from this mid-way bourn my pauſing eye 
Beholds beneath life's varying journeys lie: 
Ofer the fair retroſpect thus memory caſt, 


Turns lingering to the dreams of pleaſure paſt. 


Pilgrim ! thou once again mayeſt haunt the bower 


Where fond affection nurſed thy infant hour, 

And lay thee down in age within the glade, 
Where innocence and thoughtleſs childhood played; 
But never, once paſt o'er, ſhall man be found 

To ſport again on youth's enchanted ground. 

Then, oh! thou morn of life, man's vernal prime, 
Light joys that wave the downy wings of time; 
Health, whoſe bright glow on roſeate vigor bloomed ; 


Pure innocence, whoſe ſmile each look illumed; 


Gay 
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Gay ſprightlineſs, from vivid wonder ſprung ; 
Fancy, that ſparkled life's new ſcenes among ; 
Dreams of delight, where rapt illuſion wrought 
A golden age, more fair than poets taught— 
Penſive I bid your fleeting charms farewell, 

And breathe a ſigh o'er the diſſolving ſpell. 
Though youth, at times, not unchaſtiſed by woe, 
Has wandered in. the gloomy vale below, 

Yet back returning ſtill it's journey lay 


Through life's illumined path and flowery way. 
Bright on each year the ſun of hope aroſe, 


And meek content ſmiled peaceful at it's cloſe. 
Then while I pauſe upon the awful doom 

That waits me bending downward to the tomb, 
Checked be the thought, that not without a crime 
Saddens o'er boded miſery ere it's time. 

Still be firm faith, and meek ſubmiſſion mine 


To bear the lot of man at life's decline. 
So 


— — — 
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So ſhall I not, when nature claims her debt, 
Mourn o'er paſt youth with vain and weak regret, | 
Nor periſh my unprofitable birth 
Like a fleet ſhadow paſſing o'er the earth, 


1 


1 


